The Play of 

i* Bccaufc he Ihould haue fwallowcd mee too. 

And when I had been in his belly, 

I would haue kept fuchaianglingoftheBellcs, 

That he Ihould neuer haue left, , 

Till he cart Belles, Steeple, Church and Parilh vp againe: 
But if the good King Simomacs were of my minde. 

'Ttr. Simomdu? 

3* We would purge the land of thefe Drones, 

That robbe theBeeofherHony. 

Pt r. How from the fenny fubieft of the Sea, 

Thefe Filhers tell the infirmities ofmen, 

And from their watry empire recoiled, 

All that may men approue,or men deteft. 

Peace be at your labour, honeft Filher-mcn* 

2 . Honeft good fellow what’s[that,ifit be a day fits you 
Search out of the Kalender, and no body looke after it? 

Peri. May fee the Seahath caft vpon your coaft: 

2. What a drunken Knaue was the Sea, 

Tocaft thee inour way? 

Ter. A man whom both the Waters and the Winde, 

In that vaft T ennis-court,hath made the Ball 
For them to play vpon,intreates you pittie him : 

Hee askcs of you,that ncuer vf d to begge. 

1. No friend, cannot you begge? 

Heer’s themin our countrey ofcjnece, 

Gets more with begging, then we can doe with working. 

2. Canft thou catch any Fillies then? 

Pert. I ncuer pradizde it. 

2. Nay then thou wilt ftarue fure : for heer’s nothing to 
be got now-aday es,vnlefle thou canft fifti for’t. 

Ter. What I haue been,! haue forgot to know; 

But what I am, want teaches me to thinkeon : 

A man throng'd vp with cold, my V eines are chill. 

And haue no more ofhfe then may fuffizc, 

To giuemy tongue that heat to aske your helpe : 

Which ifyou lhallrefufe, when I am dead, 

For that I am a man, pray you fee me buried. 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

1. Die,ke-tha ; now Gods forbid’t, and I haue a Go wne 
hcere,comeputiton,keepethee warmer now afore mee a 
handfome fellow : Come, thou fhalt goe home, and wee’le 
haue Flelh for all day, Filh for fafting-dayes and more ; or 
Puddinges and Flap-iackes,and thou lhalt be welcome. 

Per. Ithanke you fir. 

2. Harke you my friend : You fayd you could not beg? 

Per . Ididbutcraue. 

2. Butcraue? 

Then lie turne Crauer too,and fo I lhall fcape whipping. 

Ter. Why, are you Beggers whipt then? 

2. Oh not all, my friend, not all : for if all your Beggers 
.were whipt, I would wilh no better office, then to be Beadle: 
But Maifter,Ilc goe draw vp the Net. 

Ter. How well this honeft mirth becomes their labour? 

i. Harkeyou fir ; doe you know where yee arc? 

Per. Not well. 

i. Why lie tell you, this I cald P<mtapolu } 

And our King, the good Symonta'es. 

P er. The good SymontcLet^ doe you call him? 

I. I fir, and he deferues foto be cal’d, 

For his peaceable raigne, and good gouernement. 1 

Ter. He is a happy King,£ince he gaines from 
His fubieds the name ofgood,by his gouernment. 

How farreis his Court diftant from this fhore? 

i. Mary fir, halfe a dayes lourney : And lie tell you. 

He hath a faire Daughter, and to morrow is her birth -day, 
And there are Princes and Knights come from all partes of 
the World, to Iuft and T urney for her loue. 

Per. Weremy fortunes ecpiall to my defires, 

I could wilh to make one there. 

1. O fir,things muft be as they may .-and what a man can 
not get, he may lawfully deale for his Wiues foule. 

Enter the two Fi [her -men, dramne %/pa 

2. Helpe Maifter helpe; heere’s a Fifh hanges in the Net, 
Like a poore mans right in the law : t’willhardly corneous 
Ha bots on’t,tis comeatlaft ; &tis turnd to a rufty Armour.* 
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